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If truth and vpright innocencic fade me. 
lie to the King my maifter that is dead, 

And tel t him who hath Cent me after him. Enter the-Trmce 

fVar. Id ere comes the Prince. and "Blunt 

Iuft. Good morrow , and God faueyourmaieftic. 

Prince T hisnew and gorgeous garment Maiefly 
Sits not fo calie on me, as you thinke: 

Brothers, you mixt your fadnefTe with fome fearc. 

This is the Englifh,notthc Iurkifh court. 

Not Amurath an Amurathfucceedes, 

But Harry Harry: yet be fad, good brothers, 

For by my faith it very well becomes you: 

Sorrow fo royally in you appeal es, 

That I will deeply put the hlbion on, 

And weareit in my heart:why (hen be fad, 

But entertaine no more ofit, good brothers, 

Then a ioynt burden layd vpon vs all, 

For me, by heauen(I bid you be afTurde) 
lie be your father, and your brother too, 

Let me but beare your loue, lie bcare y r our cares: 

Yet wcepe that Harries dead.andfb will 1, 

But Hairy hues, that (lial conuert thofe teares 
By number into howres of happinefle. 

Bro. W e hope no other wife from your maiefly. 

Prmce Y on al looke flrangelv on inc.and vou mod, 

You are 1 thinke alTurde I louc you not. 

Mi I am aflurd.cyif i bemeaftirde rightly, 

Your roaiefh' hath no iuft caufe to hate me. 

1 Trince No?how might a prince of my great hopes forget, 
So great indignities you laid vpon me? 

What rate, rebuke, and roughly fend toprifbn, 

Th immediate heircof England? was thiseafie? 

May this be wafht in leth V and fdrgotrcn? 

luff. I then did vfe the perfbn of vour father, 

The image ofhis power lay then in me, 

And in thadminiifration ofhis law, 
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Henrj the fourth* 

Whiles I was bufie for the common wealth, 

Your Highncllc plcafed to forget my place, 

Thcmaielh'eand power of law and iuftice, 

The image of the King whom I prefented, 

And ftrooke me in my very fcate of iudgement, 

Whereon, (as an offendor to your father,) 

I <r a ue bold way to my authority. 

And did commit you:if the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To hauc a fonne fet your decrees at naught? 

To plucke downe Iuftice from your awful bench? 

To trip the courfc of law, and blunt the fword, 

That guards the peace and fafctic of your perfbn? 

Nay more, to fpurnc at your moft royall image, 

And mockc your workings in a fecond body? 

Queftion your royall thoughts, make the cafe yours. 

Be now the father, and propofe a fonne, 

Hcare your owne dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dreadfull lawes fb loofely flighted, 

Behold vour fclfc fb by a fonne difdained: 

And then imagine me taking your part. 

And in your power foft filencing your fonne, 

After this cold confiderance fentcnce me. 

And as you are a King,fpeake in your ftate. 

What I hauc done that misbecame my place, 

My perfbn, or my lieges foucraigntie. 

Trince You arc right Iuftice, and you weigh this well. 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance and the Sword, 

And I do wifh your honors may encreafc, 

T ll you do liue to fee a fonne of mine 
Offend vou, and obey you as I did: 

So (hall I liue to fpeake my fathers words, • 

Happieam T thathaueaman fb bold, 

That dares do iuftice on my proper fonne: 

And not leiTehappie, bailing fuch a fonne, 

That would deliuer vp his great: idle fb, 
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